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Articles of Home Interest Are Found Daily on This Page
i i This Day in Our Hist&rg.For a Chilly Day. . . . -

4 PUDDING for a cold day is made from maize meal. THIS is the anniversary of the ead of a lea-ye- ar period ia
Poor one and a half pints of scalded milk on a third 1825 during which the State of New Yark nU m4

of a cupful of meal, and cook in a double saucepan twenty more than $90,000 in bounties for the extenniaatM f I

icinutes. Then add half a cupful of molasses, one wolves. A wolf nowadays in the Empire Slate fca rarityef alt and one of sugar. Turn the whole into even in the thickly wooded mountaina greased basin, mix thoroughly and bake for two hours. sccaoas. n

The Club-Foote- d Man His Mother's New Year's Dream Comes True McCarthy
By Julia WhenaGirl

A NEW SPY SERIAL BY VALENTINE WILLIAMS

Clubfoot Penetrates Desmond's Dis-

guise and Attacks Him, But Later
Makes His Escape.

'aynepala of Precedlnr Chapters.)
Desmond Okewood. British army of-o-

roes to Garuu in eearch of hit
brother. Francla. a member of tee Brit-
ish secret service. At a small (natter.
ten a mm uatd Etmlui. a Camaa
Government axaat, drops dead In M
roots. Desmond appropriate Semite's
Papers aad iwimel hla Identity. Hi
raacbes Berlin without Incident and a
conducted lata tie presence of General
Toa,Boden. an aide of ine Kaiser.

Desmond, Barter eenrtneed Von
Bcden ha U really Semltn. Is ushered
Iota: the residence of I he KaJa-- r,

larter he receives a cipher menMi
trots bis brother. Trends

Desmond meets Clubfoot, who
what he 'wants of Semlin,

The man's suavity had aJUbnt
vanished: Ala roice was harsh, and
stern. His eyes glittered under his
shaggy brows --as he looked at me.
.Had. I been leas ajrltated. I should
hajaiipied this, as a portent of the
TtiJanrfTTrrr-- also his treat ape's
hantislcklng nervously at the
telegram" in his lap.
.JI have already told you." I said

firmly, 'that I don't want your
uioney. Tou .know my terms S

He rose up, from his seat and his
figure seemei.to .tower.

Terms?" In a Tolca
that quivered, with suppressed pas-

sion, "terms? Understand that I
elvVorders. I accept terms from no
man. Wa waste time here talki-
ng-. Corns, take the money and
Clve me the paper."

I shook my head. My brain was
dear, but I felt the crisis was corn-
ing. I took a rood grip with my
hands ef the marble slab covering

.the radiator behind me to give me
confidence. The slab yielded: I
noted that It was loose.

The man In front of me was shak-
ing with rage.

"Ustanr he said. Til give you
one more chance. But mark my
words, well,. Po you know what
happened to the man who stole that
document; Tbe English took him
out and shot him on account of
what was found ln'bls house when
theyraJded.lt. Do you know what
happened to the interpreter at the
internment canip, who was our

who played us false, by cut-
ting the document in half? The
English shot him. too, on account of
what was found In letters that came
to him openly through the post;
And who settled SchnlteT And
who settled the. other man; Who
contrived the traps that sent them
t their doom; It was I. Grundt,
I, the cripple, I. the Clubfoot, that
had these traitors dispatched as an
example to the six thousand of us
who serve our Emperor and empire
in darkness! Tou dog, T smash
you!"

Be was gibbering like an angry
ape; his frame was shaking- with
fury: every hair in the tangle on
his face and hands seemed to bris-
tle with his Berserker frenzy.
. But he kept away from me. and I
saw that he-w- still fighting- to
.preserve his self-contr-

I maintained a bold front.
Tils may do for your own peo-

ple.' I said, contemptuously, "but
It doesnt impress me. I'm an Amer-
ican citizen!"

He was calmer now, but his eyes
glittered dangerously.

"An American .citizen!" he said in
an icy tone. Then he fairly hissed
at me:

"Ton fool! Blind, besotted fool!
Co you think you can trifle with the
might of the German empire; Ah!
I've played a pretty game with you.
you dirty English dog! I've watched
you squirming and writhing whilst
the stupid German told you his
pretty little tale and piled you with
his wine and his cigars. You're In
ur power now, you miserable Eng-

lish hound! Do you understand
that; Now call on your fleet to come
and save you!

"Listen! 111 be frank with you to
the last. I've had my suspicions
f you from the first, when they

telephoned me that you had escaped
from the hotel, but I wanted to
make sure. Ever since you have
been! In this room it has been In my
power to push that bell there and
send you to Spandan. where they
rid us of such dirty dogs as you.

"But the game amused me. I
Hked to see tbe Herr Englender
playing the spy against me. the
master of tbem all. Do you know,
you fooL that old Schratt knows
English, that she spent years of her
harlot's life in London, and that
ween you allowed her a glimpse of
that passport, your own passport,
the one you so cleverly burned, she
remembered the name; Ah, you
didn't know that, did you?

"Shall I tell you what was in that
telegram they Just brought me; It
was from Schratt, our faithful
Schratt, who shall have a bangle
for this night's work, to say that
the corpse at the hotel has a chain
round Its neck with an identity
disc in the name of Semlln. Ha!
you didn't know that either, did
iron?

"And you would bargain and
chaffer with me! You would die1
tate your terms, you scum! You
with your head In a noose, a spy,
that has failed In his mission, a
miserable wretch that I can send
to his death with a flip of my little
finger! You impudent hound! Well,
you'll get your deserts this time
Captain Desmond Okewood
but 111 have that paper first!"

Kosring "Give It to me!" he
rushed at me like some frenzied
beast of the jungle. The veins
stood out at his temples, his hairy
nostrils opened and closed aa hla
breath came faster, his long arms
shot out and his great paws
clutched at my throat.

But I was waiting for him. As
he came at me I heard his clubfoot
stump once on the polished floor,
then, from the radiator behind me
I raised high In my arms the heavy
marble slab, and with every ounce
of strength In my body brought It
crashing down on his head.

He fell like a log. the blood
oozing sluggishly from his head on
to the parquet. I stepped an In-

stant, snatched tbe cigar-cas- e from
the pocket where he bad placed it.

fcs$t4

extracted the document and fled
from the room.

CHATTER XI.
Mas Mary Freadergaat Risks tier

Reputation.
The rooms of our suite were In-

tercommunicating so that you could
pass from one to the other without
going- into the corridor at all.
Schmalz had retired this way, go-
ing from my room through the
bathroom to his own room. .In the
excitement of the moment I forgot
all about this, else I should not

f have omitted such an elementary
precaution as supping the holt or
tha door communicating between

.my room mod tha bathroom.
As I stepped out into the corri-

dor, with the crash of that heavy
body still ringing In my ears, I
thought I caught the sound of a
light step in the bathroom: the next
moment I heard a door open and
then a loud exclamation of horror
in the room I had Just left.

The corridor wss dim and desert-
ed. The place, seemed uninhabited.
No boots stood outside the rooms,
and open doors, one after the other,
were aufflcoent indication that the
apartments they led to were un-
tenanted.

I didn't pause to reason or to
plan. On hearing that long drawn
out cry of horror, I dashed blindly
down the corridor at top speeds
followed it round to the right, and
then, catching sight of a small stair-
case, rushed up It three steps at a
time. As I reached the top I heard
a loud cry somewhere on the floor
below. Then a door banged, there
was the sound of running feet
and silence.

I found myself on the next floor
in a corridor similar to the one I
had jnat left. Like it. it was deso-
late and dimly lit. Like it. It show-
ed room after room ailent and
empty. Agitated as I was. the con-
trast with the bright and busy
vestibule and the throng of uni-
formed servants below wss so
marked that it struck me with
convincing force. Even the hotels,
it seemed, were part and parcel of
tbe great German publicity bluff
which I had noted in my reading
of the .German oaners at Rotter- -

Jd&nf '

I had no plan in my head, only a
wild desire to put as much dis-
tance as possible between me and
thit "ape-roo- m In the room below.
So. after pausing- a moment to
listen and draw breath, I started oft
again. Suddenly-- a door down the
corridor, not ten paces awsy from
me, opened and a woman came our,

I stopped dead In my headlong
course, but it was too late, and I
found myself confronting her.

She was young and very beautiful
with masses or thick brown hair
clustering round a very white fore-
head. She was in evening dress,
all In white, with an ermine wrap.

Even is I looked at her I knew
her and she knew me.

"Monica." I whispered.
"Why! Desmond!" she said.
A regular hubbub echoed from be-

low. Voices were crying; out, doors
were banging, there was the sound
of feet.

The girl was speaking, saying In
her low and pleasant voice phrases
that were vague to me about her
surprise, her delight at seeing me.
But I did not listen to her. I was
straining my ears toward that

volume of chaotic noises which
came swelling up from below.

"Monica!" I Interrupted swiftly,
"have you any place to hide me;
This place is dangerous for me.

I must get away. If you
can't save me. don't stay here, but
get away yourself as fast as you
can. They're after me, and if they
catch you with me it will be bad
for you!"

Without a word the girl turned
round to the room she had Just left-Sh- e

beckoned to m then knocked
and went in. I followed her. It was
a" big, pleasant bedroom, elegantly
furnished with soft carpet and silk
hangings, and I know not whst.
with shaded lights and flowers In
profusion. Sitting up In bed was a
stout, placid-lookin- g woman In a
pink silk kimono with her hair

braided in two short
pigtails which hung down on either
side of her face.

Monica closed the door softly be-

hind her.
"Why. Monica!" she exclaimed In

horror and her speech was that of
the United States "what on
earth "

"Not a word, Mary, but let me
explain. "

'But for land's sake. Monica "
"Mary. I want you to help. "
"But say. child, a man in my

bedroom at this lime o
night. "

"Oh. shucks. Mary! let me talk."
The distress of the woman In bed

was so comic that I couM scarcely
help laughing. She had dragged
the bedclothes up till only her ejes
could be seen, llrr pigtails bob-
bed about In her emotion

"Now, Mary dear, listen here.
You're a friend of mine. This Is
Desmond Okewood. another, a very
old and dear friend of mine. too.
Well, you know, Mary, this Isn't a
healthy country these times for an
English officer. That's what Des-

mond Here If. I didn't know he was
In Germany I don't know a thing
about h!m except what he's told me.
and that he's In danger and
wants me to help him.

"I met him outside and brought
him right In here, as I know you
would want me' to, wouldn't you,
dear?"

The-lart- poked her nose over the
top of the bed clothes

"Present the gentleman properlv.
Monica"' she ssld severely.

"Captain Okewood Mis"
Mary Prendergast." said Monica.

The lady's head, pigtails and all.
now appeared She appeared to be
somewhat mollified.

(TO rB COfCTIPCTJED TOMORROW)
(Copyright, lilt. VUBrldo.)
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Puss in Boots
Jr.

By David Cory.
let me see. In the last

NOW Puts had spent
at a little farmhouse.

Well, the next morning he
said good by and went upon his
way, and by and by, after a while,
he came to a town called Queer-vill- e.

It was In New Mother Goose
Land, 'and as It was now almost
evening an old woman was going"
up on a rocket. Perhaps she meant
to light the stars! Well. Just then a
farmer came along end said to
Puss:

"Come with me, for it is getting
near supper time. You are a trav
eler, I see. My good wife end I j

will be glad to have jou spend the j

night with us." So our little hero
accepted the invitation, and after
supper he went out for a walk with
the farmer, and when they came to
the village. Puss saw something
very, very strange. He was curious
about It. so the farmer sald- -

Th're la a man in our ton i
And he Is wondrous bright.

They use him for a lamppost
To light the streets at night

"'Tls very strange when he Is out
He alwas I most bright

So ery. verj different from
The usual kind of light."

"Well. I should say sol" exclaim-
ed Puss, and then he began lo
laugh, for it certainly was funny to
see that man standing on the street
rorner siiining away Just like a bly
electric light in front of a moving
picture slinn

"I once knew a queer man: lie
lieil In Uramble llusli Town." ald
I 'ubs Junior.

"Oh, you mean the fellow who
scratched out both hlH eyes anil
then scratched thru) in again;' fA
the farmei

"Yes. lie Jumped Into a bramble
buh. said Pusi with a grin.

"Well, this man ou see like a
htatue of liberty." lauchel the
farmer and lie shouldn't . ave
been such Hn nuful old farmer af-
ter all. If he hid bern lo New York
sn'l seen the Statue of Liberty en-

lightening the world "ia flrl
cousin to the I:ramhlr-r.u.i- li Man
Illdn't I tell jou this place aii
full of queer people?"

"Well. I've seen lots of things I

never dreamed of in Old Mother
Goose I.and. but since I'c been
traelimr In tlil country things
seem Just as strange In fact, this
lamp-pot- man Is nbout as queer a
person as I over saw."

Then suddenly tin in the sly.
tliev saw the Old Woiiim on her
rocket. And. oh. dear r Wltnt a
lot of Miootln:; stars there ere'
If It had been th- - I'ourth of July
It couldn't have been anv better
There were p'nk and green, blue
and jellow, and eery kind of rol-ore- d

mars, till Puss exclaimed
"Let j go to bed. for my eyes are
very tired"' And In the next Mory
I'll tell you what he does wh?n he
wakes up.

(.Copyright. 1JMS. David Cory.)
(T Be Coatiaued.)
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Krborc appling bla.k lead as a
polUh, make a pad of old cloth and
rub foot from the bark of the grate
or from the flue on all the greasy
parts. The grate will then take the
polish itid with much less labor
than '..ii.

To preserve oilcloth, first wash It
with warm water, using no soap,
and when dry rub over with a cloth
dipped In sweet milk, then polish In
the usual way. Oilcloth treated la

SaVj

HOW IT SEEMED
By FONTAINE FOX
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th'tt na is beautifully frreh and
clean.

A dainty lavender earliet tan be
erv simply made by procuring a

piece of muslin, Ave inches square,
folding It corner to corner, filling
it with dried lavender, and finish-
ing off with a lace frill.

To clean bronxr, make the article
very hot by placing it In boiling-

i .tvwk Ji-- Jt ..issil.

Wrtert H BltvJ If
XMAS MOKNING
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Household Suggestions
water, then clean It nrll with a
piece of flannel dippt-- in soap- -

I .uu. and tub It dry aith chamois
leeiiier.

To clean white Kid glove, mix
a. little oatmeal and benzine to a.

paste. Hub on the gloves until It Is
quite dry and the oatmeal falls off
In flakes. Do not use the benzine
in a room containing artificial light
or aa open fire.

Advice to the
Lovelorn

By BEATRICE FAIRFAX
Is He Sincere?

DKAJt MI83 rAIFJTAX:
I am almost nineteen aad have been

ralag about with a taller fee ta past
few months. Darius-- a weak that I
waa away, ha wrote ma frequently, hJa
letters belnr very aeatuneatal. Ho
eemee ta lb hnase and aae mot my
family. He told mo he loved ma and
made all manner of promises. I really
love hlra and do not want to los bun,
bat I doubt his steMrtty. About foer
weeks aga bo broke aa appolatment
with me, bat wa eorry aad saM tats
was due to bis navy dstles. I forgave
him. bat It happened again, I also
disappointed hJm tbe last time ba
came to see me. bnt told him tbe
reason, whleb waa a rood one, Bnt
I have not beard front aim slace. Nov,
Miss Palrfax. do yon think It advis-
able to give aim up, or wait aad hopof

L. bf. N.
If the young sailor falls, into th

way of being negligent and indif-
ferent. I should say that you win
have no choice but to give him up.
Uut If he has a good explanation
for hs lapses, perhaps you are doimr
hlm an injustice. If yon have a
really frank talk with him, won't
that help to determine the Question
of his sincerity; Tou have, of
course, been friends too short a time
to understand each other well.

Unhappy Family Situation.
DEAR MISS FAIRrAX:

1 am nineteen, but appear to bo a
man of over twenty-on- In bualaees
I made several mends, one young lady
In particular, who is two years my
senior. We live but a few doors from
each ether and our friendship became
eueb that we are tosetber mora tbaa
we are parted.

My mnther abused me for this
friendship and when the girl found
out what had happened, she Just had
tu Weep

Thoucb I have mad? many friends.
1 am not allowed to c anyrherc. Al-

most all my evenlnss are spent either
In business or at horn- -.

How ran I help myself, besides
talking nicely and trying to explain
my honest convictions? H. J. S.

If you ire It
might be Just as well, since you are
man-grow- n, for you to And lodging
outside your own home, for a while
at least. But if ou are dependent
on jour parents you will doubtless
have to continue to make conces-
sions to them. It is of course ex-

tremely painful, since you are a
rcung man of high principles, for
our mother to 'misinterpret a

friendship of yours, but since tha
oung lady herself Is not alienated,

that is really the Important thing,
isn't It? And sometimes a friend-
ship maintained under difficulties
Is stronser for that very reason.

His Better Nature.
"What are you crying about, lit-

tle bo) 7" said the bcno'flrnt old
gentleman to the eeplnV Infant
whom he saw In the street.

"rtecausc I'm so mean an' self-
ish:" sobbed the little chap.

"Oh. ou are not mean and self-
ish, surely. If It affects you like
this' What makes you think sor

"Set this bread and Jam? Well.
Tm so mean an' selfish I aint

to give Willie none of It,
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Marries
Neal Confesses
LeftHwue to Escape

Being Draft
I
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essnssjsnBBs anssuaaannna

CHATTsMl LXV,
(Copyright 1818. by Kings Fet

Syndicate, lac)
O on appeared to mUc thatiN' out 4 word. 1 ceggraflaWd

mystlf TOT toe fact
evary ess probabty ttoectrt w abs)l
aw.. wit BawuviMH lennm wavm
wa were alone la the bedroom.

Refnlly I reriectwd on the tmij
situation. Virginia's last warte ;'
me had been: l

"Tour husband bappea to ba an
'brother kindly .rtsenar taat V
dM what I thought beat (or sjsav
Bat that didn't include lylae; tat
Mm."

After calling on Betty aad Tactr'
to find work for say Jias. Ylffjlala.
bad turned en no with acMal fwT
for tha way t htlped carry out their-ptaaa- .

And aa bad sMI Naat
aad called hla aa oatstaar. An ot .
siaers iiaaai sue always weaewa.
fere as if I were one? A I Urasdtl
these thing over la mr salad tfeawjj
was something vary like feat far
Virginia la my heart. Aad kar,
actions bad not Indicated maca lator me.

i waa so preoccapjaa wit, uaasji
ugly situation that I began saaat-- ll
tec preparations for dinner laaata-Vt-ta

silence. Bat Jtat didn't aa-p-ear

to notice this. Ha bad braatfet
out his books aa aecaaatlac aad
waa workin away wttb steals.etBiglehearVadne' of-- aitspssa i as
saaster that dUtiesK stady atasas.
SittlBgV

Now aad then, as I oasaa sate Ms
efrrac-- room wKa sometlsmg far tls
sanaer taata, I near zzzouesnon at NesX wfeo
Ifir at one ot
wiffl. aba narteot seSk.cartaeas.
tbsi hart say
bat I realised that Nasi was
sore from tbo rcaaC Ttraaasa.
given him and tnat bo
frlghtfofly hart by even tba
sat corractlaB.

Presently Neal. fuMuaed m t
tha Mtchca.

"AttyfatBg I can do, Babea!
asked, wtta aa entire sack ef
raatJoo that waa no odder-
qoeaUoa. Generally be
aad helped wttfeoat aay
xrosr-m-a. -

"Doa't bother K, yaa'ra tired, aev
JTra, nothing isMk ncat I aafsd a,

:

lew saswwtcBaa.caa-yw- n. aw saps
of tha Uaaara Jest 'cjsna 'aa40ss "

rots aad baked: aatsJoes."
ajkaat Fatser.

I'd lflca soeebis--r to do. I I
doot want to tbtak, BabeaC traMe
ad Neal then, aadwtair. "Say. Baa
balm you beard from father latekrr j

That" faarryNee-.'aaa.-en- jl

to ask roa about that. Iva wrkoaa-- 1

twice a week aa nsmf
you came, but I've bad only
of postals from Xrbr Andrew. II
.taosght It was becaate b waa writ-- 1

la ya."
IS. had orxaetlr eaa letter

faier stoce I came," Kea! replied.
In a vole that .was almost husky.

"One letter? Aad yoT feasn baraol
over three weeta aaaoat a raoata.
Whet does It mean. Neal?" I cried
h amasernent. slamming tha door o
the broiling oven on ny
turning to face hha.

There was'a flash of
bis eyes aa ha responded rt .,,.,.. K'e fceaa vtBhtaar ha
toot father Instead of mtee," Neat
said bitterly. , J

I west orar ana sa
Ms stieaiuIeK.

"Neal Is there soeat&lag y '

to tell Babbaier
rnf vm mv atffmlra ta B9"sast.

replied Neal. abakinaj off ary b. mt with s. iMivtaa HI us?
neas I might hare known aaafeed'J
actual emotlcm. "I a onry sroia
hurt when I tsJlc aboot wbat reaHyl
matters. No one benerea in i

. myIm theVre rlrht sat
But I might ba different it they d, 1

Tou think I'm as waua aa tsji
a.nre. and that Daltas
thinks I'm not to ba trusted at a, j

and JUn
Tratk Xnst at.

He stopped abruptly. Els
bad risen high and tanao it brake
on a high note.

"Tea. Neal 7-- asked JbB"B
He had hobbled across tha ItrtacH
room and stood in the doorway
the kitchenette. His face was l

and set. His voice bad a rina .

authority.
"Tou were saylnr that so one

trusted you. No, Neal, you needa
look so Indignant i vuaxeanj.
drennins-- . When I beard too. aboas
that no one believed In you, I hnr-- 1

rled out here as fast aa my ankle 1

would permit. So you think I dent
trust your"

"How can you trust me know-
ing whst you dor Neal tried Ua
hold his voice steady, hot in n4ta
of him. a broken note crept lata
It, "Tou've stood bjr tad tried to.
help me. But what must you tartuc
of rne you with that smashed foot
you got In the fight I I--t

Then he turned to ma and fiustj
his young head high as ba choked ,

out the confession it must have
tortured him to make. And,
strangely enough Instead of niverlng away Neat's eyes held mln
as he muttered, huskily:

"I'm a slacker. Babbsla. A draft-dodg- er.

I ran away from home ta
get out of belnr a soldier to sat
away from the draft,"

(To be Continued.)

In Festive Mood.
An English lad went to visit his

Scottish cousins during bis summer I

morning consisted of plain oatmeal
until he became thoroughly tired of
it. One morning, when ha felt that
he could endure It no lenger, bev
said. "I say. Freddy, don't you ever
have any milk with your parrtfcra??
Vreddy turned ta his brother- - aevsV
sTlBned. "Eh. James." be aird.'-t- ia

lad tbinks It's ChrUtaajr--

tfcVfe 'at Ar J


